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The first one nodded.
"Stepan," said his wife from where she was standing
by the stove. "Maybe our guest is hungry?"
"No, I'm not," said the mother.
The second muzhik turned to her.
"Let me introduce myself," he said in 9. quick, broken
voice. "My name's Pyotr Yegorov Ryabinin, nicknamed
the Awl. I understand a thing or two about your busi-
ness. I know how to read and write and Fm not exactly
a fool."
He took the hand she held out.
"Look, Stepan," he said, "Varvara Nikolayevna is a
kind lady I suppose, but,she says this business is foolish
and harmful; says young chaps and students are filling
the people's heads with nonsense. But you and me can
see it was a dyed-in-the-wool muzhik they arrested to-
day, and now look here—a middle-aged woman and not
one of tlhe gentlefolk, I take it. You aren't, are you?"
He spoke hurriedly but distinctly, without stopping for
breath. His beard jerked nervously and his eyes kept
wandering over the mother's face and figure. His clothes
were torn and ragged and his hair was matted, as though
he had just been in a fight and was jubilant with victory.
The mother liked him for his spirit, anid because he spoke
his mind simply and frankly. She smiled at him as she
answered his question, and he shook her hand again and
laughed a dry, cracking laugh.
"It's clean work—fine work, Stepan," he said. "Didn't
I tell you it comes from the people themselves? But that
fine lady—she doesn't tell you the truth. She'd do herself
harm if she told you the truth. Oh, I respect her of course
—that goes without saying. She's a good soul and wants
to help us—the least little bit—without doing herself any
harm. But the common people, they plunge straight ahead
without being afraid of hurting themselves. See the differ-
ence? They're always getting hurt, no matter what they
do. So it's all the same to them. The only word they ever
hear is 'Stop!' no matter which way they turn."

